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CHAPTER I. 

A STRANGE QUESTION. 

"Oh, say not, dream not, heavenly notes 
To childish ears are vain, — 
That the young mind at random floats. 
And cannot reach the strain ! 

*' Dim or unheard the words may fall, 
And yet the heaven-taught mind 
May learn the sacred air, and all 
The harmony unwind." 

Chnstian Year. 

"FT was the close of a hot summer's day ; the 

sun was sinking down in the west, sending 

bis long golden beams in a slanting direction 



^ 



8 A LITTLE STORY OP A LITTLE LIFE. 

through the thick foliage of the fine old trees in 
Wentworth Park, and lighting up many an open 
glade where sheep and cows were quietly grazing. 
The park was celebrated for the beauty of its 
trees, its sheet of water, and the views of the 
surrounding country. To the right stretched 
away a tract of gently undulating land, richly 
wooded and cultivated, showing many a glimpse 
of quiet villages and country churches nestling 
among green trees. And as a boundary to this 
smiling picture lay a range of distant hills, 
wrapped in a vail of soft summer haze. On the 
left could be seen the little village of Beech dale, 
with its pretty rustic church and comfortable 
rectory ; and beyond that was the open country 
again, consisting of breezy commons, which ex- 
tended to the sea, — though that was not visible 
from Beechdale, nor for several miles round. 
Forming a sort of background to the park, lay 
the stately mansion and its beautiful garden. 

/ 



A 8TRANGB QUESTION. 9 

Wentworth Hall bad belonged to tbe family for 
many geDerations, consequently parts of tbe bouse 
were very old. It was built of grey stone, whicb 
bad been obanged, by exposure to tbe weatber, 
to many a yaried tint. Eacb succeeding Lord 
Wentwortb bad tbougbt it necessary to add 
sometbing to bis dwelling, so tbat it was an 
extremely rambling, irregularly-built bouse ; but 
this fact seemed ratber to please tbe present 
owner tban otherwise ; at all events, be found 
a never-ceasing source of interest in the study 
of tbe different styles of architecture which it 
presented. 

A little group of children was assembled on 
the smooth green lawn in front of the bouse. 
They were all pretty ; but one was distinguished 
alike by the richness of her dress, and by her 
remarkable beauty. She was apparently about 
five years old. Her figure was slight and active : 
her movements were as free and graceful as those 
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10 A LITTLB STORY OP A LITTLE LIFE. 

of the wild gazelle. Her face was a perfect model 
of childish beauty. The skin was remarkably 
fair, whilst the soft bright colour of healthy 
childhood glowed in her cheek. The hair was a 
glossy golden colour, touched with brown, which 
gave it a rich brightness. The eyes were of a 
deep viollBt blue, shaded with long thick lashes 
of a much darker shade than the hair : but there 
was nothing sad in their expression. It seemed 
as if sorrow was a thing which could not come 
near little Eva. A smile appeared to be always 
lurking in the comers of the pretty mouth, and 
her joyous laugh might be heard ringing through 
the old hall from morning to night. She was 
the delight of the whole house, and was perfectly 
idolized by her parents. She was, as yet, their 
only child, and they thought that they could 
never do enough for her. Her every wish was 
gratified, and if she had not possessed a naturally 
sweet temper, and had a very wise old nurse, she 
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would most certainly haye been quite spoilt. She 
was one of the most light-hearted and merry of 
children, and her presence was as sunshine in the 
house. Indeed, one of her papa's pet names for 
her was, " my little Sunbeam." 

Her present companions were a dark-haired, 
dark-eyed girl, of nine years old, and a little 
one of Eva's age, who, with her soft blue eyes, 
fair hair, and innocent smiling countenance, 
strongly reminded one of a cherub's face. Eva's 
dog. Curly, a beautiful spaniel, with long silky 
hair, lay at her feet, whilst a large Newfoundland 
appeared to be keeping a careful watch on the 
movements of all present. 

" What shall we do now 1 " said Ruth, in rather 
a disconsolate tone, "Oh, Evie, poor Prince 
can't carry you ! " 

" But he can : can't you, dear old doggie 1 " 

Apparently she was not very heavy, for Prince 
began to walk slowly round the lawn, and Ruth 
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12 A LITTLE 8T0B7 OF A LITTLE LIFE. 

and May followed him in a state of great delight, 
May imploring Eva to let her have a ride too. 

" In a minute : when we get to — Oh ! " 

This last exclamation was caused by finding 
herself transplanted firom Prince's back to her 
papa's arms. 

Lord Wentworth was a very handsome man, 
and after looking at him it was easy to see whom 
little Eva resembled. True, the hair was brown, 
instead of golden, but there were the same 
beautiful eyes and beaming smile. His love for 
his child was intense, and yet it was likely to 
cause him more pain than joy, since his thoughts 
seldom turned to Him who had given his darling ; 
and whilst he yielded to her slightest wish, and 
was never happy but in her happiness, he did 
not consider that to train his little one for her 
Saviour's service would be the surest way of 
securing her bliss for time and for eternity. 

''What a great girl she is growing, Ruthie, 
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A STRANGE QUESTION. 13 

isn't shel" he said, playfully. "I'm sure it is 
high time to leave off calling her Baby." 

Eva did not like to hear this, and she began to 
pout her pretty red lips, saying,^ 

« No, no : Baby. I like Baby." 

"You shall be whatever you like, my pet," 
replied her papa in a soothing voice. 

Then anxious to change the subject, he added : 

" What's become of Laura, to-day, Ruth 1 " 

Lord Wentworth was fond of little ones, and 
his manner was so kind and winning that children 
invariably took to him, so Ruth answered at 
once: — 

" She's got a head-ache, and mamma said she 
musn't go out." 

And little May added, in a confidential whisper, — 

" She's going to have some nasty stuff to-night ; 
but I don't think I should mind it, 'cause it is 
going to be in a whole spoonful of jam." 

" Oh, poor Laura 1 " said Lord Wentworth. *' I 
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hope the jam will hide the 'nasty stuff/ May. 
Give her my love, and tell her how sorry I am 
for her. I want Willy to come here again soon. 
Now ' little Sunbeam * you must go in and take 
care of mamma. Say good-night to me, darling : 
I'm going out. Come, Kuth and May, I'll take 
you home." 

He kissed his child fondly, and sent her in- 
doors, and then made his little guests extremely 
happy by driving them home in his close 
carriage. 

Eva bounded across the wide hall, and entered 
the drawing-room, but nobody was there, so she 
went upstairs to her own special domain — the 
nursery. Nurse, with her kind, pleasant, but 
somewhat wrinkled old face, was sitting by the 
open window, through which came the scent of 
roses and honeysuckle, whUst a brighUooking 
young girl was moving quickly about the room. 

'' I was just argmng to send Margaret for you. 
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dear," said nurse. "Come and have your 'air 
brushed now." 

" I can't find mamma,'' replied the child, whilst 
Margaret was performing her toilette. 

"She's in her sitting-room, and you must be 
very good to-night, because she's not •well." 

In a few minutes Eva was ready, and nurse 
took her to a comfortable room, supplied with 
every luxury which loving care could devise. A 
lady who would have been very beautiful if her 
face had not borne evident traces of suffering, 
was lying on the sofa. People said that Lady 
Wentworth had every thing which she could 
need to make her happy, — a most loving and 
indulgent husband, a beautiful and amiable child, 
a pleasant home, with every luxury that wealth 
could procure. True, her health was very delicate, 
yet this seemed only to call forth more devoted 
attention on her husband's part; and yet the 
expression which was written in her dark eyes 
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16 A LITTLE STORY OP A LITTLE LIFE. 

and pale brow, and which played around her 
pretty mouth, was that of sadness. Ah, Lady 
Wentworth had found that nothing on earth — 
not even the love of and for husband and child — 
could make her really happy ! The death of an 
only and very dear brother had increased and 
strengthened this feeling; but, alas, it did not 
lead her to look up to Him, in whom alone true 
joy can be found ! Often, as she gazed at her 
child's bright innocent face, and heard her merry 
laugh, she would sigh as she thought of the time 
when that happiness would be clouded over, and 
those beammg smiles changed to sighs of weari- 
ness. That such a time would come, she never 
doubted. In a few years Eva would discover 
the sadness and uncertainty of all around her, 
and then how could she be happy 1 So thought 
her mother, not remembering the joy which is 
not of earth. 

The door opened, and Eva came bounding 
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A STRANGE QUESTION. 17 

across the room to the sofa. The lady held out 
her hand, saying, languidly, — 

"(xently, my darling: poor mamma's head 
aches very much." 

"Poor mamma! poor head!" and the child's 
soft fingers were pressed on the huming brow. 

Lady Wentworth drew her on to the sofa, and 
laid the curly head on her bosom. 

" Did you have a nice game, dear 1 " 

Eva replied eagerly, and was perfectly happy 
relating the events of the evening. 

"It will soon be bed-time," remarked her 
mother, after a pause. "Are you tired, little 
Sunbeam 1 " 

"Oh, no, mamma : please, not yet ! Fm not any 
tired ; and it's so nice here." Then, as if struck 
by a happy thought, she added : " May'nt I say 
my hymn to you to-night 1 " 

Lady Wentworth was not a little surprised by 
the proposal j but she said, gently, — 

B 
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18 A LITTLB 8T0BT OF A LITTLE LIFE. 

"Yes, darling, if you like, I'm sure you may." 
The child folded her little hands, and in a 
sweet reverent voice repeated the familiar hymn : 

" Jeens, tender Shepherd, hear me.'* 

How strange it sounded to Lady Wentworth; 
how many different emotions filled her breast as 
she listened to the words which she had known 
and loved in childhood. When she had finished 
it, Eva said, — 

"Will you hear my text now, mamma? I 
'member it to-night: 'Suffer the little children 
to come unto Me, and forbid them not.' Isn't it 
nice, mamma 1 Jesus said that ; and nursie says 
He loves little children just as much now." 

A strange feeling crept over Lady Wentworth, 
but she only said, — 

" Who teaches you these things, Evie 1 " 

" Uncle Eddie taught me my hymn, and nursie 
says my text to me every day. Mamma, do 
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you loYe Jesus more than me 1 Nursie says she 
does." 

Her mother could make no answer, and she 
was much relieved to hear a knock at the door. 

" That's nursie," said Eva, springing up. 

Good-night mamma." 

Good-night, my own precious little one," and 
the child tripped lightly out of the room. 

Lady Wentworth sat long, buried in deep and 
seemingly painful thoughts ; but at length she 
roused herself and went up to the nursery. 
Margaret set a chair for her, and then left the 
room, for she was well trained by nurse. 

After a pause. Lady Wentworth said with an 
effort, — 

" Nurse, I hope you won't fill Eva's head with 
sad and serious thoughts. I want her to be as 
happy as she can." 

Nurse looked much surprised, and her mistress 
added, — 
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" You know she is too young to understand 
about Bible things yet." 

" Surely not, ma'am : out of the mouths of 
babes He perfects praise. But I won't make 
Miss Eya sad. She isn't much like it now." 

Lady Wentworth said no more, but went into 
the room where the little one lay wrapped in the 
deep sleep of childhood. She leant over and 
kissed her softly. 

"How happy she looks!" she murmured. 
" My little Eva, if only you could always be so ! " 
and with a suppressed sigh she left the room. 




CHAPTER II. 

THE LITTLB CRIPPLE. 

** Stm a * child ' may * minister ' 
To the mighty Gk>d aboye, 
By obedience, and by prayer, 

And by self-denying love : 
Still to children He is kind, 
And * who seek Him early find.' " 

Sunday at Home, 

« TDEALLY, Miss Eva, it is too bad ! I cau't 
• turn my back for a moment but you are 
sure to be in some mischief^ What a tiresome 
child you are to be sure ! " 

A shallow stream ran through the shrubbery, 
and was a source of great amusement to Eva. 
She was never tired of throwing bits of stick, or 
still better, paper boats into it, and watching 
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them sail away. Her parents were quite willing 
that she should thus amuse herself, but Lady 
Wentworth was rather nervous ; and though she 
acknowledged that there was no chance of the 
child being drowned, still she did not like her to 
be there alone. Eva was generally very obedient, 
but this morning, whilst Margaret was having a 
little chat with one of the under-gardeners, she 
had run off to her favourite play-place, and quite 
forgetting all about mamma's wishes and fears, 
began to amuse herself as usual. When Mar- 
garet saw her she was standing on a little hill of 
sand, which had been formed by the run of the 
water, swinging one small foot backwards and 
forwards, seeing how near she could venture to 
put it. Her hat had fallen back, and her face 
was radiant with happiness; but a cloud came 
over it at the sound of Margaret's voice, and 
turning round quickly she dipped the unfortunate 
foot right into the water. The girl seized her 

L 



THE LITTLB GBIFPLE. 23 

hand and dragged her roughly up the bank, 
exclaiming angrily, — 

" You're too naughty, Miss Eva. Ill tell your 
mamma, that I will ! " 

Eva was not used to this kind of treatment, 
and not liking it at all, she began to cry and 
struggle to escape from Margaret's not very 
gentle hold. 

" Why Eva, my child, what's the matter 1 " 

The words were uttered by a gentleman, whose 
sweet grave face and gentle smile were pleasant- 
to look at. Mr. Grant, the Rector, for it was he, 
was one who endeavoured to live up to that 
Gospel which he preached. He was the friend 
of old and young alike, and the gentleness and 
the loving interest which he showed in all that 
concerned them, caused them to look up to him 
as a father. He loved to collect the little ones 
around him, and to talk to them of the good 
Shepherd who had given His life for His sheep, 
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24 A LITTLB STOBT OF A LITTLE LIFE. 

and who loves to gather the lambs with His arms 
and carry them in His bosom. When little Eva 
was born he feared that it would be very difficult 
to reach her ; for though he liked and respected 
Lord and Lady Wentworth very much, he feared 
that they would not look on religion as a thing 
which concerned their child. To his delight, 
when Eva grew older she became very fond of 
his children, especially his boy Willie, and her 
parents, only too glad that she should have such 
nice companions, made no objection to her 
spending as much time as she liked at the 
Rectory. An intimacy thus sprung up, and Mr. 
Grant became a frequent visitor at the Hall. He 
was much interested in Lady Wentworth, and 
strove earnestly to bring peace and rest to her 
troubled soul, but appai*ently without success. 
But he would not despair: it was God's work, 
and He would accomplish it in His own good 
time ; in the meanwhile he would pray and trust. 
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THE UTTLB CRIPPLB. 25 

He loved Eva veiy dearly, and she fully returned 
his affection. She had been very fond of her 
Uncle Edgar — Lady Wentworth's brother, — and 
in her childish way she was much grieved at his 
death. She could not understand what had 
become of him, and would cry and beg him to 
come to her, much increasing her mother's suffer- 
ing. But one day, when she was at the Rectory, 
she heard Mrs. Grant address her husband by the 
name of Edgar. The child looked round with a 
bright smile, and frpm that time she always 
called the Hector "Uncle Eddy," and probably 
considered him so, for she left off fretting and 
became merry little Eva again. It was a great 
trial to Lady Wentworth to see that the little 
girl should thus forget the uncle who had loved 
her so much ; and yet she was only a baby, — and 
she had not forgotten him : she thought he was 
still with her, and the mother concealed her own 
suffering that her little one might be happy. 
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Margaret coloured deeply, much ashamed of 
her violence, as the clergyman looked at her, 
kindly, but gravely; and Eva sprang to him, 
lisping : — 

" Margy's so cross, Uncy Eddy : she hurt poor 
mel" 

He took her up, and after a little caressing he 
succeeded in restoring the smiles to the little 
face ; but Eva was not quite appeased, and said 
in a resentful tone, — 

" I won't love Margy any more : will me, Uncy 
Eddy 1 " 

" my little Evie, don't say that ! " 

"Why notr* said the child, in a wondering 
tone. 

" Because Jesus never says He won't love any- 
body. You know He loved the wicked men who 
hated Him and killed Him. There's a hymn 
which says that little Christian children should 
be as good and loving as the dear Saviour. You 
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THB LITTLE CBIFFLE. 27 

would like to be Jesus' own little child, wouldn't 
you, Eva 1 " 

She did not make any answer, but scrambling 
out of his arms she ran up to Margaret and . 
kissed her very heartily, assuring her that she 
did really love her very much; then catching 
sight of Lord Wentworth, she flew off, quite 
forgetting all her troubles in the excitement of 
running after papa. The clergyman turned to 
the servant and said a few kind but grave 
words to her. Margaret murmured something 
about being sorry, but she didn't think at the 
time. 

"I'm afraid, Margaret," he said, "that you 
don't try to subdue that hasty temper of yours ; 
but if you don't, it will be a torment to yourself 
and everyone near you." 

" I'll try, sir, indeed I will," replied the girl 
with tearful eyes. Mr. Grant pressed her hand. 

" In His strength you can do all things. Ask 
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Him to help you, and teach you to be gentle and 
loving." 

The conversation was here interrupted by Lord 
Wentworth, whilst Eva ran up to assure Uncle 
Eddy that she was really going to bring Willy a 
rose that afternoon. Accordingly, as soon as she 
had had her dinner she started with nurse for the 
Rectory. But we will hasten on before her. It 
was a large stone house, evidently of some an- 
tiquity, the dark green ivy mantling its walls 
and climbing up its chimneys. The lawn in 
front was bright with flowers, and merry with 
the shouts of the little ones at play. The drawing- 
room was a very pleasant room, large and airy, 
with French windows opening on. to the flower 
garden. On the sofa, looking cool and comfortable 
in the shade of the Venetian blinds, lay a little 
boy of about ten years old. His face was very 
pale and thin, and his limbs were shrunk with 
suffering. Poor little fellow, it was a heavy cross 
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which he had to bear ; but the Father \?ho had 
sent it, had giyen His little child strength to 
bear it ! 

Willie was the Rector's only son, and it was a 
sore trial to his parents that he should be thus 
afflicted. He had not always been so : for the 
first five years of his life he had been a beautiful 
boy, — strong and active, the very picture of 
health. His parents were very proud of him : 
they had had four children previously, all girls, 
three of whom had died, whilst the one who 
lived was extremely delicate ; but Willie seemed 
to grow brighter and stronger day by day. But 
alas, how soon was the fair promise blighted ! 
One summer day, when everyone about the Rectory 
was very busy — for the village school-children 
were having tea and cake in the garden, — ^the 
boy slipped out of the house. 

It was long before his absence was noticed, his 
parents and nurse supposing him to be amongst 
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the children ; and when at length search was 
made, it was some hours before he was discovered. 
A labourer who was returning home, at last found 
him in the fields, lying in the long damp grass, 
fast asleep. He was carried to the Rectory, and 
still half asleep, put to bed. But his slumber 
did not last long: he awoke, crying from the 
violent pain in his limbs; and for many weeks 
after little Willie lay on a bed of suffering. 
Eheumatic fever had set in, and many times his 
life was despaired of; but God heard the earnest 
prayers of his parents, and their boy was given 
back to them : but not as he had been before. 
He was unable to use his limbs, and lay helplessly 
on the sofa day after day. 

But the shadow which had dimmed the bright- 
ness of his childhood shed its sanctifying influence 
on all around. In Willie's presence all was peace 
and love : the little ones ceased their angry words 
when his gentle look rested on them ; when his 
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mother wajs weary with household cares, it re- 
freshed her to look at the pale placid face ; and 
his father would feel encouraged for his day's 
work when he felt his boy's soft kiss on his 
cheek. 

He had been lying very still now for some 
time, with half-closed eyes, watching the flies 
which buzzed lazily about the room, and listening 
to the song of his little canary which stood on a 
table near him ; but suddenly he roused himself, 
saying,— 

" Laurie dear : are you there 1 " 

"Yes, darling. Do you want anything?" said 
his sister, bending lovingly over the boy. 

She was about sixteen, with a face which seemed 
to be quite perfect in its exquisite loveliness. 
The large dark eyes, full of fire and softness, the 
wondrously fair complexion, the soft tint of rose 
in the cheek, and the rich bright hair falling 
around the perfect head, — all formed a picture 
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which one might well love to gaze at. And yet 
there was a flaw, — the expression of haughty 
pride, which too often disfigured Laura's beautiful 
features. But there was none of that now, as 
she bent over her little invalid brother. There 
was no one in the whole world whom Laura loved 
as much as Willie, and there was no one else who 
had such a softening and gentle influence on her 
character. 

" Do go and see if Evie isn't coming : I think I 
hear her,** said the boy. 

Laura instantly complied, and met Eva at the 
front door. 

" Look," cried the little one, " what a big red 
rose: all out of my own garden! won't Willie 
like it ) " and she held it up for Laura to admire. 

The girl stooped and kissed her. She was very 
fond of little Eva ; partly for her own sake, and 
partly because Willie loved her so, and was always 
so bright and happy with her. 
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" It is a beauty, darling ; and what have you 
got in tiiiat basket 1 " 

" Papa sent them for Willie : " and she showed 
a beautiful bunoh of grapes. 

Laura caught her up and carried her to the 
side of the so£ei, and it was pleasant to see how 
the boy's wan face brightened at the sight of the 
merry little one. 

"Oh, Evie, how nice! All for me? Thank 
you. Do have one, Laura, and take some to the 
others/' said the unselfish child. 

But his sister would not go till she had seen 
him enjoy some himself, and then she left him 
and Eva together. And very happy they were. 
Willie never looked tired when Eva was beside 
him; and her greatest happiness was to sit by 
Willie and tell him everything which happened 
to her. And many sweet lessons did little Eva 
learn in this manner. Illness had made Willie 
wise and thoughtful beyond his years, and he 
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could speak to the little girl as to no one else^ 
and say all that was in his loving heart; and 
better far than any words was the example of his 
patient unselfish life. The little child was learning 
to know and love her Saviour from one, who 
though he was himself a feeble sinful child, yet 
through the influence of the Holy Spirit was 
enabled to bear his own trial meekly, and to lead 
others to the same sweet resting-place as he had 
himself found. 




CHAPTER III. 

A BIRTHDAY PRESENT. 

** Jesus will hear ! Oh, childlike faith 
With childlike reverence blending ; 
Bebuke to colder, sterner hearts, 
On their own strength depending ! " 

Anon, 

TT was Eva Wentworth's birthday : a bright 
sweet morning in the early part of August. 
Before she had well opened her eyes, she sat up 
in bed, exclaiming, — 

" Nursie, nursie ; it's my birthday. Come and 
kiss me, please, because — ** 

But then she stopped in amazement, for the 
room looked strange; and instead of nurse, it 
was Laura Grant who was standing by the bed- 
side. Then Eva remembered all about it : how 
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her mamma had not been well for some days, and 
how she had been at the Rectory all yesterday, 
having her dinner and tea there, and then Mrs. 
Grant asked her to stay with them all night. 
Eva did not like that, and she said " No ; " and 
when Mr. Grant and Laura tried to persuade her, 
she began to cry, and, to tell the truth, was rather 
naughty. 

But Willie knew how to manage her. He said 
he must have the first kiss on her birthday, and he 
begged her to stay just to please him ; and some- 
thing else he whispered, which brought a grave 
look into Eva's face, and made her hang her head. 
She yielded on condition that nurse should come 
and put her to bed, and say good-night. And 
Mr. Grant went to the Hall for the old woman. 
Lord Wentworth returned with him, and Eva had 
a very pleasant evening. Her papa was more 
loving than ever, and seemed as if he could 
hardly part from his little daughter. He carried 
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her upstairs to Laura's room, where nurse was 
waiting, and she did not leave her little charge 
till she was fast asleep, promising to come the^ 
next morning. 

'' Nurse will come soon, darling," said Laura, 
brightly. " Many happy returns of your birthday, 
Evie. May I have a kiss ? " 

« Willie first : Willie first ! " said the child. 

'' Oh, I forgot ! Well, let's go and see if he is 
awake yet," replied Laura, who was very anxious 
to keep the little one's mind pleasantly occupied 
till her nurse should anive ; so she wrapped her 
up warmly in a shawl, and carried her across the 
passage. Eva struggled from her arms and 
scrambled on to the bed, waking up Willie, who 
looked exceedingly astonished at the apparition 
of a little white-robed figure, with flushed cheeks 
and streaming hair, he almost thought it was 
some bright angeL But he was soon undeceived, 
for the little girl almost smothered him with 
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kisses, and then half tumbled off the bed, and 
began skipping up and down the room in the 
'wild exuberance of her childish spirits. 

Willie sighed heavily, and the tears filled his 
eyes. What would he not give to be able to 
jump about like that ) Tt did seem hard that he 
should be cut off from all the innocent pleasures 
of childhood, and be obliged to lead such a weary, 
suffering life ; and he was not worse than other 
children, so why should he be punished thus? 
He knew these thoughts were wrong, and tried 
to crush them;. but still the tempter whispered, 
— " It is very hard: surely you cannot think that 
God loves you, when He takes away all your 
pleasures and gives you so much pain ! " 

But the good Shepherd was at hand to succour 
His little lamb, and He gave him strength to 
resist the temptation. 

Willie thought of the love of Jesus, and said, 
softly, " Oh, dear Lord, help me to be contented. 
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and to wait patiently here till Thou dost tell me 
to come to Thy beautiful home : and then I shall 
be always well and good 1 ** added the boy with a 
bright smile. 

''Evie dear," he said, presently, ''come here. 
I want to wish you many happy returns," and he 
kissed her very lovingly. 

'' I like birthdays, — at least, I like mine," said 
the little girl in a reflective tone. 

''What makes them so nice?" inquired 
WiUie. 

Eva opened her eyes veiy wide. 

"Why Willie, everything: but the presents 
most." 

" I don't think so," said the boy, softly. " I 
think what makes a birthday nicest is to be able 
to feel that we love Jesus more, and are more 
like Him than last one, and how much better we 
can be next year. And how nice it will be when 
our first birthday in heaven comes : we shall love 
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Him quite then. Oh, it will be nice to be there I " 
And a weary sigh escaped his lips. 

The little child looked at him with wondering 
ejes. She was too young and bright and happy 
to comprehend the great longing which filled the 
little sufiferer's heart to be set free from pain and 
weariness; but she saw that he was sad, and 
kissed him with gentle, reverent, childlike kisses, 
which are the best of medicine for drooping 
souls. 

''Evie, your nurse is here : come and be dressed," 
said Laura's voice at the door ; and off flew the 
little girl, leaving brightness behind her. 

Lord Wentworth had come over to the Rectory, 
and when little Eva came dancing into the dining- 
room, he caught her up in his arms and kissed' 
her again and again, gazing earnestly into the 
fair little face, — 

'* My sweet child," he whispered, bending over 
her, " may you always be as happy as now 1 and 
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may every blessing this world can give be yours, 
my darling." 

The Eector laid his hand softly on the young 
head. 

" May God bless you, my child/' he said, " and 
be your Guide and Comforter here below, and 
your everlasting portion hereafter." And Lord 
Wentworth turned away with a look of pain, for 
the clergyman's words made him feel that the 
best of blessings which this world can bestow are 
but passing shadows after all ; and he wanted his 
child to be happy always. 

"Evie," he said, when breakfast was nearly 
over, " IVe got a present for you to see." 

Eva looked up surprised, for she was almost 
hidden by a mountain of presents ; but she had 
no objection to receiving another one, and after 
hastily finishing her breakfast she kissed Willie 
and May, and then started for the Hall. 

Lord Wentworth was rather silent during the 
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walk, but he brightened up when they reached 
the house, and taking his little daughter in his 
arms, he said, — 

" Now little Sunbeam, you are going to have a 
surprise ; but you must not make too much 
noise, because mamma is not very well, '' and then, 
without another word, he carried her up to the 
nursery. 

Nurse was sitting in her rocking-chair, holding 
something which looked like a bundle of clothes, 
Eva thought. Very odd of nurse ! But there 
was a little noise and movement, and then there 
could be seen a little red face. 

" What is it, nurse 1 " inquired Eva. 

" It's your little baby-brother. Miss Eva." 

" Where did it come from, nursie 1 " 

'' God has sent him to us all, dear." 

^' Did Jesus send it ) " said Eva. 

Lord Wentworth looked surprised ; but nurse 
answered, gravely, — 
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"Yes, dear." 

"Has He been herel Oh, I wish I hadn't 
gone away ! " said the child, sorrowfully. 

" He is always near you, darling. But look at 
your little brother : I know you will love him, 
my pet." 

Eva was deeply interested in the tiny baby, 
and her father stood watching them both. His 
joy and pride were great at the birth of his son 
and heir; but as he raised Eva in his arms to 
carry her away, he said to himself that no one 
could ever be fairer, sweeter, and brighter, or 
nearer to his heart than his little Sunbeam. 

For a short time aU was joy at Wentworth 
Hall. With a proud heart Lord Wentworth 
received the congratulations of his friends and 
tenantry; and with a thankful heart did Lady 
Wentworth watch the growth of Eva's love for 
her little baby-brother. Never, since her brother's 
death, had her husband seen her so bright and 
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Kappj, and he rejoiced in the change. But 
trouble was at hand, and all the lady's sadness 
returned. The baby became very unwell. Poor 
little fellow, not yet three weeks old, and his was 
already a life of suffering, and as she thought of 
it the mother's loving heart grew heavy with 
grie£ 

The baby's illness increased, and the doctor 
advised that he should be baptized. 

Eva could not understand what was happening, 
when she was carried into the drawing-room and 
found her papa^ the Rector and his wife, two 
other gentlemen, and nurse, with the little baby, 
assembled there. But she stood quite quiet, for 
she saw that the clergyman was praying; and 
then Mrs. Grant took the little one from nurse, 
and gave it to her husband. He looked at it 
very tenderly, and then he sprinkled some water 
on its face ; and Eva understood that her little 
brother was being given to Jesus, and she felt 
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very glad. She loved her Saviour very much, 
and she loved the baby very much, and she 
rejoiced that what belonged to her should be 
given to her Lord. 

The boy received the names of Eustace Edgar ; 
and when the ceremony was over, he was carried 
back to his nursery, and Mr. Grant took Eva 
home with him for the rest of the day. 

But troubles thickened around. The baby 
grew worse instead of better, and distress and 
anxiety made Lady Wentworth seriously ill ; and 
at length the doctor declared that her life was in 
extreme danger. 

Soon after this sad announcement, Margaret 
said to little Eva, — 

*^ Miss Eva, dear, nurse says you is to go down 
to your papa, and try to comfort him. Poor 
gentleman : I'm sure he needs it." 

Lord Wentworth was sitting in his library, his 
head buried in his hands, so absorbed in his 
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feelings of bitter grief that he never heard the 
door open, and started when he felt a little hand 
laid gently on his own, and heard Eva saying, — 

" Papa, please let me come on your knee." 

He took her up, but then his head sank down 
again, and a heavy groan escaped his lips. 

"Papa," said the child, softly, "Margy said 
you were sad : why are you ? " 

Lord Wentworth looked at the earnest little 
face, and then with great difficulty commanding 
his voice, he said, — 

"Eva, my child, don't you know that your 
mamma and little brother are very ill 1 " 

A look of pain passed over Eva's face, but it 
vanished again as she said, brightly, — 

" But Jesus can make them well, papa. Why 
don't you ask Him ?" 

Her father hesitated a moment, and then 
answered, in a low voice, — 

" You ask Him, Evie." 
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He didn't know why he said so, but he was 60 
utterly miserable, and Eva seemed to think it 
might do good. 

The little girl slipped off his knee, and kneeling 
down she lisped in her clear childish yoice her 
simple prayer : — 

" Oh, dear Jesus, listen to your little Evie, and 
make mamma and baby well again, that papa 
mayn't be sad, and mak6 Evie a good little girl, 
for Thy name's sake 1 " and then she repeated 
the Lord's Prayer. 

Lord Wentworth felt less miserable as he 
listened ; and when his little girl rose from her 
knees, he folded her in his arms again, and let 
the fair head nestle on his shoulder. He kissed 
her softly, without speaking, and presently he 
heard that she had fallen asleep. For a long 
time he sat thus ; then he roused himself, carried 
Eva to the nursery, and returned to his wife's 
sick chamber. 
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Eva's first question next day, when she came 
into the dining-room where her papa was having 
his solitary breakfast, was, — 

" Has Jesus made mamma and baby well yet ? " 

He shook his head mournfully. 

" Then I shall ask Him again : ** and she 
repeated her prayer. 

Lord Wentworth rose hastily and left the room : 
it was too much for him, as he thought that his 
sweet child would soon be motherless, and he 
himself would be left, — how desolate ! 

There was a little ray of comfort that day: 
the baby was better, but the mother lay hovering 
between life and death, and in his bitter grief 
Lord Wentworth said that it would have been 
better for the boy to go too : how could he bring 
him up ! How dififerent was little Eva's spirit, when, 
with a beaming smile, she said in the evening, — 

"Papa, don't you love Jesus 1 He has made 
baby well." 
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" Not well, Evie : only better." 

He was sorry for his words when he saw the 
shadow which came over the bright face ; but it 
passed away as she answered : — 

" But we can ask Him to make it quite well, 
and mamma too." 

"It's no use, Evie," replied her -father, in a 
tone of utter despair. " Oh, my child, my child ! " 

For a few moments Eva stood, awed by the 
sight of such grief; then she knelt down and 
repeated her prayer, with all a child's simple 
earnestness, and again the holy words brought 
peace to her father's troubled soul. He took her 
up again, and sat listening to her guileless talk, 
for the child seemed to have but very little 
idea of the terrible sorrow which was hanging 
over her, and he could not bear to undeceive 
her. With all his heart he echoed her loving 
words : — 

" Oh, dear Jesus, do make mamma and baby 
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quite well again, and make papa not sad!'' wishing 
that he possessed the little one's simple faith. 

And how well founded was that faith ! She 
said her prayer would be heard, and so it was. 
During the night a favourable change took place, 
and when the doctor came in the early morning, 
he declared that all danger was passed, and that 
both mother and babe were in a fair way for 
recovery. 

How full of gladness was Lord Wentworth ! 
The heavy night of sorrow was past, and joy had 
come in the morning. He caught little Eva in 
his arms and pressed many kisses on her rosy 
cheeks, but the child only said very gravely, — 

" Papa, you shouldn't have said it was no use 
to ask Jesus.** 

He looked at her seriously, saying, — 

" Go and play with May, my darling : Margaret 
shall take you," and then he left the room. 



CHAPTER IV. 

GATHERING CLOUDS. 

'* Only, since our souls will shrink 
At the touch of natural grief, 
When our earthly loved ones sink, 

Lend us. Lord, Thy sure relief ; 
Patient hearts, their pain to see, 
And Thy grace, to follow Thee." 

Christian Tear. 

" "pvONT you think I may tell Evie, papal" 

"^ The speaker was Willie Grant. He was 
lying as usual on the sofa in the drawing-room ; 
but his face was thinner and paler than it had 
been a year ago, and an expression of greater 
suffering was imprinted on it, yet the look of 
peace and quiet joy had but deepened on it. 
His father sat beside him, holding one wasted 
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little hand in his own strong one, gazing wistfully 
and tenderly into the earnest face. 

" I don't know, my boy," he replied : " Evie 
might not understand." 

"I think she would, papa: I think I could 
make her understand better than anyone else." 

"I know you could, Willie; and yet I am 
afraid. Eva is a strange child in some things, 
and she has very deep feelings. She might be 
very much distressed, and then Lord Went worth 
would be vexed." 

"I daresay you know best, papa," said the 
boy, humbly ; " but I can't help thinking it 
would be better to tell her. When I am gone, 
I'm afraid she will cry a great deal, and perhaps 
go on fretting ; but I think if I could talk to her 
about it, she wouldn't." 

" Well, my child, I'll try," replied the Sector, 
rising: "but I'm afraid Lord Wentworth won't 
give me leave." 
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" Wouldn't Lady Wentworth, papa 1 " 
" Yes : I think she would. I'll talk to her." 
** Thank you, dear papa." And he cloded his 
eyes with a little sigh of relief. 

His father looked at him, sorrowfully, as he 
left the room. He sighed to think of the time 
when the patient gentle face would no longer be 
seen in his home ; but murmuring, ** Father, 
Thou knowest best, — and he is willing, nay, glad 
to go ! " he bent his steps towards the HalL 

The July sunshine was bathing the old place 
in brightness : lighting up its many windows, — 
especially those of the large pleasant nursery. 

Lady Wentworth was sitting in the rocking- 
chair, watching with a pleased, proud smile, the 
efiforts of her little boy to drag along the light 
chair by which he was standing. He was a 
pretty, delicate-looking child, with his mother's 
dark thoughtful eyes, and grave, gentle expres- 
sion. But what a change had taken place in that 
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mother's faoe ! The look of sad unrest had given 
place to one of peace, and even joy ; the sorrowful 
smile had become a bright one. What had caused 
it ? She had cast her burden on the Lord : she 
had laid her sins on Jesus, and His peace had 
filled her heart. Long had He been drawing her 
to Himself by affliction and weariness of earth, 
and by the teaching of a little child. With 
peculiar tenderness her eye rested on the bright 
face of her daughter, who was sitting in the 
sunny window-seat, playing with her doll ; but 
the glance had none of its old sadness. She no 
longer dreaded to think of the future of her 
children, for she trusted them to One who loved 
them better than she did. 

Eva had changed but little in the course of a 
year. She was rather taller, but that was the 
only difference. Her face had lost none of its 
sunshine, and she was as full of pretty baby 
ways as ever. But child though she was, she 
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was a very earnest little Christian, for she truly 
loved her Saviour, and tried her best to follow Him. 

"Will you come with me, Evie?" said her 
mother. " I'm going down into the village, so 
baby can't come with us." 

The little girl joyfully assented; and they 
were just starting, when a servant stopped them, 
saying,— 

"My lady, Mr. Grant is here. He says he 
would be very glad to see your ladyship, if it 
isn't taking up your time." 

"Will you wait for me, Evie 1 I won't be very 
long." And with a pleasant smile she followed 
the servant. 

For a few minutes Eva stood quiet ; then she 
turned down a passage and was going into the 
garden, when she was stopped by the sound of 
someone crying, and as she had a very tender 
little heart, she turned aside to see if she could 
offer any comfort. In a little room which opened 
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off the passage, sat a young girl, with her apron 
to her eyes, — and she it was who was crying. 

Now Fanny was a bright pretty girl, who was 
rather a favourite both of nurse and Lady 
Wentworth; and as she was fond of children, 
she was often allowed to come and play with 
them, or look after them when Margaret was 
otherwise employed, so that Eva was much con- 
cerned at seeing her in trouble; and going up 
to her she put her arms round her neck, saying, 
softly, — 

" Why are you crying, Fanny 1 " 

" Oh, Miss Eva," sobbed the girl, " I know it's 
very foolish of me, but I feel that bad I don't 
know what to do with myself; that I don't." 

" Why don't you tell Jesus 1 " was the simple 
question. 

Fanny looked surprised. 

" Miss Eva, I believe you are a real angel : I 
do indeed." 
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"No," said Eva : " I don't think I am. We arVt 
angels till we get to heaven, — Uncy Eddy said so." 

" Don't know," answered Fanny : " you seems 
to me to be one. But I can't tell what's come to 
me : I feel so queer." 

*'Poor Fanny!" said the child, pityingly. 
" Have you told Jesus 1 " 

" Lor*, Miss Eva, how you talk ! It wouldn't do 
no good to do that. But I think I'll have to go 
to bed." 

"What's the matter, Fanny 1 Are you ilH" 
inquired Lady Wentworth. 

She had agreed with the Rector that it would 
be better for Willie to tell his little companion 
that he must soon leave her. 

" I'll send her as soon as I can," she said ; 
"but I'm afraid it won't be to-day, for I must 
take her to see an old friend of mine this morning, 
and her papa has promised her a drive this 
afternoon." 
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The clergyman thanked her and departed, con- 
soled by her gentle sympathy, and thanking Gk>d 
for the change which He had wrought in her. 

Lady Wontworth was going in search of her 
little girl, when she was attracted by the sound 
of voices, and found Eva trying to comfort poor 
Fanny. 

" You seem very unwell," she continued, kindly. 
" Perhaps you have caught cold. You had better 
go to bed, and I will ask Mrs. Walker" (the 
housekeeper) " to look after you. Ask her to come 
here. Beamy, and then wait forme in the garden." 

Eva stayed only to press a gentle loving kiss 
on the girl's flushed face, and then ran off to do 
her mother's bidding. 

Lady Wentworth spoke very kindly to her 
servant; and when Mrs. Walker appeared she 
sent her up to bed, saying, that if she did not get 
better in the course of the day the doctor should 
be sent for. 
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Fanny did not get better, and the doctor was 
summoned. He stayed a long time upstairs, and 
when he came down, he asked to see Lady 
Wentworth. 

She was sitting with her children, but she 
dismissed them, and prepared herself for the 
doctor's information. 

He was a great friend of Lord and Lady 
Wentworth, and taking her hand he said, 
kindly,— 

" I am very sorry to be the bearer of such evil 
tidings, Lady Wentworth ; but you must know 
the truth, sooner or later. There is no doubt 
that this girl is sickening for scarlet fever." 

Lady Wentworth staggered, and almost fell 
under the violence of the shock. Such a disease 
in the house, and her darling children ! Her 
first thought was to get rid of the girl as quickly 
as possible. 

"Can she be moved 1" she asked. 
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Mr. Freeford shook his head. 

" Hardly. Do her parents live near ] " 

*' She has none : she is an orphan.'^ 

" Any relations 1 " 

" Not that I ever heard o£" 

" Then where would you send her ] " 

" I really don't know." 

He looked at her gravely. 

"She is in your hands, Lady Wentworth. 
There will be risk to yourselves in keeping her ; 
there will be great risk to her in moving her." 

The lady put her hand over her eyes : there was 
a fearful struggle in her heart. Her great love 
for her children was drawing her powerfully one 
way; whilst something was whispering in her 
ear, " Do unto others as ye would they should do 
unto you." 

The doctor waited : he guessed a little of what 
was going on. At last he said, — 

" Couldn't you send the children away 1 " 
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The mother looked up eagerly : — 

" If you think it will do ; but I remember, Eva 
was talking to her this morning, and she kissed 
her." 

"We will hope for the best," he answered; 
" but it would be no use to send her away now, 
or her brother either 5 keep them away from that 
part of the house, and no harm may follow. That 
poor girl is very ill." 

He took his leave, and Lady Wentworth was 
left alone. First thing she knelt down and 
prayed very earnestly that her own loved ones 
might be shielded, and that they might be enabled 
to act rightly by the orphan girl. Then she 
wrote a note to Mr. Grant, telling him what had 
happened, and that Willie must not expect to 
see Eva for some time ; and then she sat waiting 
for her husband He came at last, and she went 
to tell him all. At first his distress and alarm 
were great, but his spirits were very buoyant. 



62 A LITTLE STORT OP A LITTLE LIFE, 

and be began to take a more bopeful view of tbe 
matter. Eva bad spent but a few minutes witb 
tbe girl, and it was not likely tbat sbe could 
bave taken any barm in sucb a sbort time, and 
be agreed tbat Fanny sbould be nursed in tbe 
bouse. But tbougb bis words were cbeerfiJ, bis 
beart was very beavy, and be could scarcely bear 
to lose sigbt of bis cbildren. For a fortnigbt all 
was well ; tben little Eustace became fretful and 
ailing. Wbo can describe tbe anxiety wbicb filled 
bis parents' bearts 1 It can be imagined, but not 
described. But tbe cbild grew worse, and soon 
tbere was no more doubt : it was tbe fever ! 
Lord Wentwortb's agony was great, but tbe 
motber was quite calm. 

" It's a terrible trial, Eustace," sbe said ; " but 
. tbere is One wbo can belp us to bear it : let us 
ask Him. Wbo knows but tbat He may yet 
spare our cbildren to us 1 '^ 



CHAPTER V. 

ASLEEP. 

" They are going, only going 

Out of pain and into bliss, — 
Out of sad and sinful weakness 

Into perfect holiness. 
Sunny brows, no care shall shade them ; 

Bright eyes, tears shall never dim ; 
Bosy lips, no time shall fade them : 

Jesus called them unto Him. 

" Little hands for ever stainless. 

Little hearts as pure as they ; 
Little feet by angels guided,— 

Never a forbidden way. 
They are going, ever going. 

Leaving many a lonely spot ; 
But 'tis Jesus who has called them : 

* Suffer, and forbid them not.' 
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" TI)APA," said Eva, " do you know poor little 
-^ Susan 1" 

It was the second day since Eustace had 
become seriously ill, and Lady Wentworth had 
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agreed that she would keep quite away from 
Eva, if her husband would do the same by the 
baby; so the little girl passed almost entirely 
into her father's charge, for nurse also was 
occupied with the invalids. 

It was an unavoidable arrangement, but it 
would have been better for Lord Wentworth had 
it been otherwise ; for the more he watched his 
sweet little daughter, the greater became his 
trouble at the thought of any harm befalling her. 
She was sitting on his knee after her dinner, and 
he pressed his lips to her brow, ere he replied : — 

" I daresay there are many poor little Susans, 
my darling, but I don't know whom you mean." 

" It was a poor little girl," explained the child, 
" and she was crying because her sister was ill, 
and her mother. Fanny gave her six pennies, 
and I gave her my new penny: she looked so 
sad ! " 

" When did all this happen, Evie 1 " 
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" Oh, it was long ago ! " Eva's ideas as to time 
were rather vague. 

" Had you ever seen her before, darling ? " 

"Fanny had; and when she asked her how 
her little brother was, she cried. I was so sorry." 

" My darling child 1 My own sweet little 
Evie 1 " and he pressed her ever closer and closer 
to his heart A new fear had seized upon him. 
It was not unlikely that the fever had been taken 
from that child, and it seemed to him that his 
loved one's chance of escape was less than before. 

For some time he sat nursing her; then he 
caUed Margaret to look after her, and went down 
into the village to make inquiries. Alas, they 
did but confirm his worst fears ! 

A woman with three children, in a very desti- 
tute condition, had lately come to Beechdale. 
She had sought and obtained work in the fields, 
but she soon ceased to make her appearance ; so 
her employer went to look after her. He found 
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both her and her eldest child extremely ill ; and 
upon the parish doctor being called in, he declared 
that they were su£fering from scarlet fever. 

The girl soon got better, but the mother con- 
tinued very weak and ilL The other children took 
the fever, and the boy died of it The youngest 
girl was then lying in a very doubtful state. 

With a heavy heart Lord Wentworth heard 
these tidings. All seemed dark around him, for 
he did not turn to Him who alone could have 
helped him. But now came the finishing blow. 
When he reached his home he saw little Eva 
lying on the rug in the dining-room, fast asleep. 
Her face looked flushed and her breathing was 
oppressed. He raised her hastily, and she opened 
her eyes, but with a little cry she pressed her 
hand to her head. He felt it : it was burning 
hot. How his heart sank! All his strength 
seemed to fail him, and he sank down, saying, — 

'* What shall I dol Oh, my chUd ! my ohUd ! " 

L 
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All the evening be sat there holding the little 
one ; but she became more and more uneasy, and 
he knew that there could be no more doubt. 
Sweet, sunny little Era was in the grasp of the 
terrible enemy; and as^he saw her laid in her 
little bed, and listened to the doctor's words, — 
" Yes : it is the fever I "—he felt as if all the 
light and joy had gone out of his life, for his 
little Sunbeam was laid tossing about painfully 
on her downy pillows, and her merry laugh was 
changed to the cry of suffering. 

But there was a little comfort. Mr. Freeford 
did not think that the little girl had taken the 
fever heavily ; and soon all thoughts were turned 
towards Eustace, who was alarmingly ill. Poor 
little fellow, he suffered very much ! It was sad 
to see him tossing, wearily, from side to side of his 
little cot ; sometimes heavy and dull, sometimes 
wildly excited. Day by day the fever gained 
ground, and his strength seemed to diminish. 



68 A LITTLE STORY OF A LITTLE LIFE. 

The doctor gave but slight hopes of his recovery, 
and with sad hearts his parents watched beside 
him. 

It was a relief to turn from him to Eva. The 
fever never attained the same height with her, 
and she lay mostly in a drowsy state, rousing up 
however if she was spoken to, giving her bright 
smile, and talking gently and cheerfully. She 
seemed to suffer very little, and her father was 
comforted as he watched her. But sometimes 
his heart failed him. He would almost have 
preferred seeing Eva fretful and restless: that 
would have been natural; but it hardly was 
natural to see her lying there, so calm and 
peaceful. 

But now came a break in the heavy clouds. 
Little Eustace had been brought to the very 
brink of the grave; but then came a change. 
He fell into a deep untroubled sleep, from which 
he awoke calm and. conscious. The fever was 
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entirely gone ; but it was two or three days 
before the anxious watchers could indulge in 
hopes of his young life being spared, so entirely 
was his strength prostrated. Fanny, too, whose 
life had also been despaired of, now rallied ; so 
that for a time there was brightness in the house. 
But thick and heavy the dark clouds rolled up 
again, and the voice of gladness was turned to 
that of mourning. Little Eva — the sunshine, 
the darling of all — ^lay on her dying bed. Her 
father's agony was terrible to behold : he could 
not, would not believe it ; and yet he might have 
seen it for himself. Day after day passed, and 
the child became no better. The fever could 
not be subdued, and her strength was perceptibly 
failing. Her mother had seen it for some time, 
and so had the doctor ; but they dared not tell 
Lord Wentworth: they hoped that he would 
gradually discover it too. But he kept his eyes 
blindly closed against the truth; if ever a 
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suspicion of it crossed his mind^ he banished it 
instantly, and at last it came upon him like a 
thunder-bolt. 

It was Eva's seventh birthday, and with a 
heavy heart her father entered her room. He 
remembered how bright and well she had been a 
year ago. He remembered how gaily she had 
danced into the dining-room at the Rectory, and 
how he had caught her in his arms. How 
changed it all was now ! It was his little boy's 
birthday too, and he had thought often what a 
pleasant day it would be; but now all was 
sadness. He entered the room softly : Eva was 
awake and expecting him. 

" You know it is your birthday, my darling," 
he said, bending over her. 

She looked up at him with such a smile ! He 
turned away his head, for he could not bear it. 

" Papa," she whispered, for she was very weak, 
'' I am so happy ! " 
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Strange happiness, certainly, her father thought ! 
and he answered, — 

" I'm very glad, my darling ; but you will be 
much happier when you are well again. What 
makes you so now, my child?" 

" Papa, I think I love Jesus more than I did 
last birthday ; and I will more next." 

Lord Wentworth turned away his head, and 
met the earnest gaze of the Rector. He was 
glad of any change, and he exclaimed, — 

" Mr. Grant, this is kind ; but I would not have 
had you run the risk. Remember your children." 

** There are so many cases in the village, that 
I do not run much risk in coming here. I have 
been longing to see my little Eva, but I have 
been so very busy. How are you, dear?" 

" Nice ! " answered the little girl, holding out 
a hot wasted hand. 

" Is Jesus with you, Evie 1 " 

" Yes, Uncy Eddy." 
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He looked at her with a grave smile. 

Lord Wentworth fidgeted: he did not like such 
talk : it could not be good for Eva. But she said, — 

''WiUier' 

" He is nice, Evie," replied Mr. Grant, smiling. 
^' He often thinks about you, and he sent this 
message to you this morning, — that he has never 
been so happy as he is now, and that next birth- 
day he will be quite like Jesus, and he hopes you 
wiU too. And now I must go. Good-bye, my 
child : may the dear Saviour have you in His 
holy keeping." He pressed a loving kiss on the 
burning brow, and then left the room. 

" Papa, " said Eva, after some time of silence, 
" please lift me up." 

He raised her a little — startled by the sudden 
paleness of her face, — ^but she sank back in a 
deadly faint. It was long ere she recovered 
consciousness ; and when Mr. Freeford came soon 
after, he saw that she was sinking fast. Lord 
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Wentworth must be told, but he scarcely knew 
how to do it. He would have done anything to 
have saved the child's life and to have spared 
the father such a heavy stroke, but it was im- 
possible. He asked to speak to him for a 
minute, and then in as few words as possible he 
told him the truth. He did not stay long : he 
could not bear to see the father's grief, and he 
thought solitude was the best thing for him. 
But it made little difference to Lord Wentworth 
whether anyone was present or not. He did not 
know when the door was closed after the doctor ; 
he thought of nothing, heard nothing, but the 
words, " There is not the slightest hope. She is 
sinking very rapidly, and her life may now be 
counted by hours ! " 

Long, long he sat motionless, his head buried 
in his hands, — ^the whole man crushed and bowed 
down beneath the weight of overwhelming sorrow. 
Eva was going : his lovely, precious child was to 
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be taken from him^ and he felt that he could not 
bear it. 

'' Oh," he exclaimed, in the bitterness of his 
grief, " I could have spared the boy better ! Why 
wasn't it he 1 What shall I do ? She must not, 
cannot go ! And yet she is too good for here." 

As he sat thus, vainly struggling against the 
loving Hand which was correcting him, he re- 
membered how a year ago he had sat in that 
very room, bowed down with sorrow, and how a 
little figure had glided up to his side, and a 
loving voice had said, — 

" Why don't you ask Jesus 1 " 

That cross had been taken away, but in the 
time of prosperity he had forgotten the God who 
had so graciously heard him; and now sorrow 
had come again. He clasped his hands together, 
and his whole being seemed absorbed into the 
wild prayer, — 

" Spare my child ! Oh, spare my child ! " 
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A hand was laid on his shoulder, and his wife 
said, gently, — 

" Come, dear Eustace." 

He answered with a groan ; but she said, — 

" Evie wants you, dearest : won't you come 1 " 

He rose then, and passed his hand over his 
brow, and his wife started as she gazed on his 
face : she shuddered at the wild agony which it 
showed. She led him into the garden, and spoke 
a few loving, gentle words to him, but he listened 
with the same fixed features. "0 God help 
me," she prayed : " I cannot leave him thus ! " 
And then she said, — 

"Dearest Eustace, won't you let your wife 
share your grief?" 

He looked at her a moment, then he put his 
hands over his face, and wept as though his 
heart would break. Lady Wentworth led him 
into a little arbour and sat beside him, thankful 
that he had at length found the relief of tears. 
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It was long ere he became calm ; then he kissed 
the gentle face which was watching him, and 
saying,— 

" Thank you, dearest : I shall be better now ; " 
he walked away. 

Two hours later, when he came into little Eva's 
room, he was quite calm, though his face was very 
pale and fuU of suffering. 

From that time he hardly left his child's bed- 
side, day or night. She was too weak to speak 
much, but lay very quiet and peaceful, with a 
bright smile, and gentle " Thank you ** for every 
little service which was done her. One quiet 
day and night followed her birthday, and another, 
but then came a change. Hour after hour she 
lay tossing feverishly in her cot, too restless to 
lie still in any position. Her parents watched 
her with breaking hearts. They could do nothing 
to relieve her. Eustace was almost forgotten: 
they could not bear to leave the little sufferer. 
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Late in the afternoon the Rector called Lord 
Wentworth had given orders that he should 
always be admitted, and he was taken at once to 
the sick-room. The sound of childish sobs broke 
sadly on his ear. Poor little Eva was quite worn 
out with suffering. Lady Wentworth looked up 
with tearful eyes, and then she came and took 
the clergyman's extended hand. 

" Oh, Mr. Grant," she said, " it is very hard to 
see her suffer so ! Since five o'clock this morning 
she has not lain still for ten minutes." 

" It will soon be over now," he answered, 
gently. " May I speak to her 1 " 

*' yes : it can't make much difference, and it 
may interest her." 

He looked at the little one, and his heart 
ached as he noticed how changed she was. The 
parched lips, flushed cheeks, and fever-lit eyes, — 
and above aU, the worn, weary look of the 
beautiful features, — ^how different it was to the 
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bright smiling little Eva of a month ago ! He 
bent over her, and said, tenderly, — 

" Are you very tired, my little Evie 1 " 

" Yes," sobbed the child. 

" Would you like to go and live with Jesus 1 " 

" Yes," again she answered. " I'm so tired." 

" He will tell you to come soon, my darling, 
if you will be patient a little longer. You will 
never be tired and sick, or naughty there, for you 
wiU be in God*s own beautiful heaven." 

She was lying quite still now, listenmg intently 
to his gentle words. 

" I want to go there," she said. 

''You shaU very soon, my child: Jenus will 
come to fetch you. Willie is going there too ; 
and he asked me to tell you, that if you got there 
first you were to watch for him, and hell watch 
for you if he gets there first ; and he wants you 
to remember this text: 'He shall gather the 
lambs with His arm, and carry them in His 
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bosom.' Those are sweet words, little one. Jesus 
will gather you and Willie, and all His lambs, 
and carry you home." 

He paused and looked at the little f&ce : it 
was lighted up with a bright smile. He knelt 
down by the bedside, and in a few earnest words 
commended little Eva to her Saviour's care; 
then he blest her and left the room. For an 
hour or two longer the suffering lasted, and many 
times the little girl said, — 

" When is Jesus coming for me 1 I'm so tired." 
But in the evening she became quieter, and at 
last lay quite still. The summer twilight was 
dying away, when she said, — 
" Papa, are you tired 1 " 
He bent over her eagerly, tenderly. 
" No, my dearest one : what is it 1 " 
" Will you hold me, please ? I'm so tired." 
Poor little weary sufferer ! With a bursting 
heart her father raised her gently in his arm. 
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and let the fair head nestle on his breast. It 
would not be long that he could hold her thus : 
she was passing away from him ; his little Sun- 
beam was waning ere it had yet shone, and in 
the midst of his bitter grief there was a feeling 
of joy that she should thus cling to him, — ^that 
her best-loved resting-place should be in his arms. 

Twilight passed away, and it grew quite dark. 
Eva slept now, and her father sat quietly holding 
her. The hours wore on, and Lord Wentworth 
grew very weary, but not for the world would he 
have moved and disturbed his sleeping child. 
Her breathing grew short and uneven, and he 
knew the end was near. The morning sun was 
gilding the tops of the trees in the park, when 
she at last opened her eyes. 

" Papa," she murmured, " it's getting dark : I 
must say my prayer." 

The little hands were clasped, and she said, 
reverently, — 
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^* Please God bless dear papa and mamma, and 
little brother, and nurse, and Willie, and May, and 
Uncy Eddy, and everybody. Dear Jesus, make me 
Thy own little child : help me to be good, and when 
I die, take me to Thy beautiful heaven." Then 
followed " Our Father," and after that there was 
silence for some time ; then she said, — 

** I haven't said my hymn." 

" Say it, darling," answered Lady Wentworth. 
And the dying child began : — 

"Jesus, tender Shepherd, hear me." 

She paused at the end of the first verse, as 
though her memory failed her, and her mother 
gently whispered the next lines to her. In clear 
childish tones Eva repeated the last verse : — 

" Let my sins be all forgiyen. 

Bless the friends I loye so well ; 
Take me when I die to heayen, 
Happy there with Thee to dwell." 
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But then her Toice suddenly faHed, and a look 
of great pain passed into her face. She struggled 
slightly, and her breath came in gasps. Her father 
turned away his head. "0 God," — ^he almost 
sobbed, — " I can't bear this : take her, take her ! " 

It was almost with a feeling of surprise that he 
saw his prayer answered. The suffering passed 
away, and a smile of heavenly beauty lighted up 
the little face. 

** Dear Lord Jesus," she whispered, ** take care 
of your little Evie 1 " 

Her mother turned away. How often had she 
heard that prayer murmured ere her little one 
sank to sleep. She looked again at the child ; 
the fair head fell back, the blue eyes closed, and 
with a very gentle sigh little Eva's loving spirit 
fled away. From the sorrowful grasp of an 
earthly father she had passed to the bosom of a 
heavenly One: the little Sunbeam had gone to 
shine in a brighter home. 
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We will not attempt to describe the grief of 
those who were left behind : suoh sorrow is too 
sacred to be talked about; but there are many 
who know what it is. 

In the Rectory, too, there was mourning, for 
the Angel of Death had been there ; but it was 
not sorrow without hope. All felt that they 
ought to rejoice in the change, which was such a 
happy one for their loved one, and they trusted 
to meet him again in the Father^s home, where 
" there shall be no more death, nor sorrow, nor 
crying ; neither shall there be any more pain : 
for the former things are passed away." 




CHAPTER VI. 

HALLOWED MEMORIES. 

'' Gone home I gone home I Her earnest, actire tphit, — 
Her rery playfulness, her heart of Ioto ! 
The bearenlj mansion now she doth inherit, 
Which Christ made ready ere she went abore. 

" Gone home ! gone home ! The door through which she 
ranished 
Closed with ajar, and left us here alone. 
We stand without, in tears, forlorn and banished, 
Longing to follow where one lored has gone.' 
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T~T was a cakn, sweet summer morning when 
little Eva Wentworth was carried to her 
last resting-place. The way from the Hall to the 
church was thickly lined with the villagers; and 
many tears of true sorrow and sympathy for the 
bereaved parents were shed^ for the little one had 
been loved and admired by alL Many looks were 
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bent on the father, but little could be seen of his 
face. A short way from the church the school- 
children began to sing the sweet hymn : — 

" There is a land of pure delight," etc. 

Full and clear the young voices rose, turning the 
thoughts of many to that bright land where little 
Eva had gone. The sounds died softly away as 
the sad procession reached the churchyard gate. 
Mr. Grant, in his pure white surplice, came out 
to meet it with those glorious words which have 
comforted so many desolate hearts : " I am the 
Besurrection and the Life, saith the Lord: he 
that believeth in Me, though he were dead, yet 
shall he live ; and whosoever liveth and believeth 
in Me shall never die." 

A bright holy smile lit up the clergyman's 
features. He knew that the next day those same 
blessed words would greet the mortal remains of 
his own loved one, and he took comfort. Little 
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Willie and Eva would rest quietly in the keeping 
of that mighty Sayiour until He should have 
gathered in all His people. 

Lord and Lady Wentworth had been unwilling 
to cause their friend so much pain, but he wished 
to do it. He had loved Eva so, and it seemed 
some small consolation to be able to lay her to 
her rest. He had another reason, too : he knew 
that afterwards it would be a comfort to the 
afflicted parents to think that the last service 
which their darling required had been performed 
by one whom she had loved so well, and who had 
spoken comfort to her in her dying hour. 

And now the grave was reached, and amidst 
audible and bitter sobs the little coffin was lowered. 
The clergyman's voice trembled, and the tears 
were in his eyes ; but when he glanced at Lord 
Wentworth, he forgot his own sorrow in witnessing 
that of the father. Every particle of colour had 
left his face, and his hands were tightly clenched 
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together in his deep agony and despair. As the 
sound of the falling earth struck his ear, he 
turned away, and his frame shook violently with 
his bitter sobs. It was a heart-rending sight, and 
Mr. Grant could scarcely command his voice to 
finish the service. As soon as it was over, he 
gently took the mourner's arm and led him home. 
Lord Wentworth took no notice of him, except to 
murmur, — 

" Oh, Mr. Grant, I can't bear it ! She's gone : 
my darling Eva, my sweet little Sunbeam ! " 

We will not dwell on this sad picture : there 
are many who have had to give up their heart's 
idol, and they know what agony it caused them. 
Little Eva lay sleeping in the quiet churchyard, 
and her parents had to begin life without her. 
The mother's grief became softer and calmer, but 
not so the father's. He drooped and pined daily, 
would see no one, and took no interest in his 
former occupations. It seemed to give him great 
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pain to be in the company of little Eustace, and 
he always turned away when the childish laugh 
fell upon his ear. His wife was sadly troubled, 
and the doctor who had at first recommended 
change, soon ordered it as a positive necessity : 
so when the leaves were falling in the quiet 
churchyard, and November mists hung chill over 
the landscape, Lord and Lady Wentworth, with 
their little son, left the home which had been 
such a happy one, to travel on the Continent. 
And at length, removed from the scene of his 
great sorrow. Lord Wentworth seemed, in some 
measure, to recover his spirits. He mingled in 
society, appeared to take an interest in the affairs 
of the busy world, and no longer dreaded the 
sight of his little boy. But his wife was not 
deceived : she watched him too closely for that. 
She knew that when he gazed so earnestly into 
his child's face, and then turned away with a 
heavy sigh, he was thinking of the other child 



Z_ 



HALLOWED MEMORIES. 89 

who had been taken from hun. But she did not 
know how incessantly that one subject occupied 
bis thoughts : the wound was fresh and unhealed 
yet. He was glad that Eustace had no likeness 
to his sister: he could not have borne it. In 
society and alone, at home and abroad, the same 
sorrow filled his mind and crushed down his 
energies. There was One alone who could have 
given him comfort, and he did not turn to Him. 
But his health improved, and so did that of little 
Eustace ; and when spring was clothing the earth 
with her verdure, they returned home. Nobody 
knew what a trial it was to Lord Wentworth. 
He had missed Eva sorely whilst he was abroad, 
but he missed her still more at home. The 
rooms where her light feet had trodden, the 
halls and passages and garden where her sweet 
childish laugh had rung, all seemed so silent 
and deserted. There was one place where he 
longed to go, and yet he shrank frt>m it ; but at 
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length his steps ahnost medumicaUj tnmed there, 
and he found himself in the quiet churchyard. 

It was a balmy spring afternoon; the wind 
was sighing gently through the trees, and the air 
was full of joyous music But it did not seem 
bright to Lord Wentworth: his heart was too 
full of sadness. He knelt down at the foot of a 
little grave, round which the gentle violets made 
a sweet perfume. A pure white marble cross 
stood at the head, and the rays of the declining 
sun kissed it gently and illuminated the words 
which lay beneath. It was his darling's grave, 
and the feitber buried his &ce in his hands, and 
gave way to his grief He started at the soimd 
of a footstep, and saw a light girlish figure 
coming towards him. It was Laura Grant. She 
did not seem to notice him, but went and knelt 
down by another little grave close by. She was 
as beautiful as ever, but there was a new expres- 
sion in her face — ^that of having suffered much, — 
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and yet there was a look of deep peace and rest 
too. Lord Wentworth felt that he must speak 
to her, and he called her softly. She looked 
round quickly and then came forward, the bright 
colour of surprise and pleasure mantling her 
cheeks. 

" Lord Wentworth ! I'm so glad. Are you 
better?" 

He looked at her sadly. 

'* I shall never be happy again, Laura ! " 

" Oh, Lord Wentworth, don't ! " 

" Why, Laura 1 it's true." 

'* I thought so too, at first," she answered in a 
low voice. "I thought I couldn't bear to live 
without Willie." 

He laid his hand earnestly on her arm. 

" How have you borne it 1 " 

" I couldn't of myself," she replied, tearfully ; 
" but Jesus helped me : He bore it with me. 
I'm happy now ! " 
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" J wish I was," he almost groaned. 

" You may be," she exclaimed, pressing closer 
to hinL ''Dear little Evie would have said, 
' Come to Jesus/ I think she is saying so now. 
And only think how happy she is! You re- 
member your servant Fanny who was ill at the 
same time. She never got strong again, and now 
she is in a decline : but she is so happy, and 
she says it's all owing to Evie. She never could 
forget her words : * Why don't you tell Jesus 1 ' 
And she has told Him everything, and now she 
is going to Him. And we shall go to them some 
day soon, and never part again. It makes me 
glad to think about it. Lord Wentworth, why 
don't you tell Jesus 1 Evie may be your Sunbeam 
yet, if you will only let her." 

She rose and went away softly, and Lord 
Wentworth remained kneeling by the grave. But 
a new light had broken in on his desolate heart. 
Eva might yet be his little Sunbeam, if he would 



HALLOWED MEMORIES. 93 

let her, and Jesus could and would help him to 
bear bis sorrow. As he knelt there be poured 
the tale of all his loneliness and grief into the ear 
of that loving Saviour, and a strange feeling of 
peace filled his soul. He went home happier 
than he had been for many a long month, and as 
time went on his joy grew deeper and brighter. 
The memory of his angel child was often present 
with him, but it caused him no pain. She was 
still his own ; nay, more so than ever, for she 
belonged to that Saviour who was also his Saviour, 
and no evil could ever come near her. He and 
her mother would never know her but as a bright 
sweet child, and some day they would all join 
her in the Father's home. There his little 
Sunbeam was shining in a glorious beauty which 
human mind could not picture, and he should 
clasp her to his heart again, thanking the God 
who had first given her, and had then taken her 
away. 
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Reader^ would you be a Sunbeam in your 
home ? Then strive for a gentle childlike spirit, 
and live in and for Jesus, the Sun of righteous- 
ness ; so shall you be a faint reflection of Him 
who is the only true Light. 
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